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The first installment of this story will be published in 
July Wee Wisdom. 
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With soap and pipe and water cup, 
My skillful brother blew 

A 3orgeous bubble, smooth and round, 
Of changin, lovely hue. 

Where gentle airs in playing, met 

It danced a stately minuet. 

We watched it bowing in the light, 


We saw it burst, and vanish, quite. 


My brother made a paper kite 
With yards of 3raceful tail; 

We hurried up the meadow hill 
To sive the kite a sail. 


3 
\ 
MY SKILIFUE-BROTHER 
Beds 
/ 
| 
‘ 
| 


WEE WISDOM 


It stanchly stood against the breeze 
Above the tallest maple trees, 

And there it swayed, as living, thing— 
A snowy bird on steadfast win}. 


My brother built a large balloon 
To carry him in air; 
He loosed it from the meadow flat 
When weather times were fair. 
So true it rose to take its ride 
My heart was filled with loyal pride; 
I cheered my brother out of sound, 


Though he left me fe round. 
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Jill Jastrow, like many other little girls, didn’t like to be “shown.” 

“Really, Mother,” she said in her very best grown-up manner, 
“T wish you would let me be in the kitchen all alone while I make the 
cookies. How can I get them wrong? Everything is printed right 
here in the receipt book. Please—just light the gas and let me make 
them.” 

Mrs. Jastrow lighted the gas and turned the burners exactly right. 

“All right, Jill,” she said. “I hope they will be very good in- 
deed, so that you won’t be ashamed to take them to the picnic.” 

Jill waited until the door had closed; then she began to bustle 
around the kitchen. “‘Let’s see, eggs and milk and sugar and butter 
and flour,” she said. Here was the fine china rolling pin and here the 
snow-white mixing board. She left the best things to the very last— 
a dozen shiny tin cookie cutters from the bottom drawer. Jill named 
them as she took them out. 

““Perhaps these will be the best cookies any one my size ever 
made. Here’s my lady cutter and here’s the man. Come on out, 
Mr. Lion Cookie Cutter, and you too, Mr. Rabbit. Oh, I love this 
flower cutter and the lady finger one. I'll put raisins in the centers 
of these round ones—but perhaps the girls will like the stars best, they 
always get so crispy at the ends. Now, I'll get the dog and the kitten 
and the chicken and the duck, and I'll be ready to begin.” 

She closed the drawer quickly and began to break eggs into the 
mixing bowl. She had to spend several minutes fishing out bits of 
shell, but the eggs mixed nicely with the sugar and the softened butter, 
and Jill stirred the yellow mixture contentedly. 

“**Flour to roll,’ the book says. Why couldn’t it have said how 
much?” Jill puzzled. 

She carefully emptied a half cup of flour into the bow! and 
turned the dough out upon the mixing board. She ran the rolling 

pin over it. ; 


“Oh! Oh! Oh!” 
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Was there ever such a mess? Instead of turning into a great, 
smooth, pale yellow sheet, the way Mother’s cookie dough did, Jill’s 
dough began to run off the board, and the rolling pin had long sugary 
streamers. 

““Maybe there’s not enough flour in it,”” murmured Jill, as she 
hurriedly scraped the yellow stuff back into the bowl. By the time she 
had measured more flour and found another mixing bow! which wasn’t 
so doughy on the outside, there was no room on the worktable for the 
mixing board and it was teetering on the edge. 


She ran the rolling pin over it. 


“T’'ll just set the board on top of the stove, for it isn’t very hot 
up there. Then I’ll stand on the kitchen stool and roll out my cookies 
and have plenty of room. This receipt is a very hard one, I think.” 

Three quarters of an hour later Jill had just begun to cut. out the 
cookies, and oh, how warm she was! The heat from the oven below 
the board had made the dough too soft to roll, even when there was 
plenty of flour in it, but Jill had not thought of that. Dozens and 
dozens of times she had scraped up the yellow, messy stuff and started 
over until now at last the dough would roll. 


6 
| | | | | 
YA“ \ ro 
| 


WEE WISDOM 7 
“T guess that’s flour to roll,” said Jill complacently. The dough 
was almost as white as flour now and as thick as thick could be, but 
Jill rolled it energetically. Att last one of the cookie cutters—the duck 
one, which was very sharp—went through it, and there sprang into 
sight a very fat, white cookie duck. 

It didn’t take so long to bake the cookies and they were quite 
pleasing to look at, though they had browned very little. 

Jill was just setting some of the prettiest ones in a long row across 
the front of the kitchen cabinet when her mother entered. 

“Why, dear, have you been working this long! I’ve been down 
to the grocery and back. And you did get the cookies done, after all!” 

She lifted a fat, grayish white lion and looked at it sharply. Her 
mouth quivered a little, but she said nothing. 

“T thought I could make them alone, Mother,” said Jill, dancing 
over after the last rabbit, whose ears were slightly burned. “When I 
get them all packed into the picnic box, may | eat the broken ones?” 

“Yes, dear,” Mother answered. 

However, Jill did not eat the broken ones. It was very queer 
how tasteless they were, those shapeless heads and tails. 

““Why—why they taste almost like flour,”’ Jill murmured sadly 
over a broken chicken. “I know, I forgot the vanilla.” 

Then she became cheerful, for after all it was nearly picnic time 
and a picnic is a picnic and she was going to wear her new pink ging- 
ham dress, and anyway the whole animal cookies couldn’t possibly 
taste as bad as the broken ones had tasted. 

That afternoon four happy girls, dressed in pink and green and 
blue and brown, trudged through the animal house at the park and 
exclaimed over the baby leopards, and the elephant that nearly stood 
on his head, begging for carrots. When all the familiar wonders had 
been seen, four white lunch boxes were unpacked at a long table under 
a great oak tree. 

Carrie Carr had brought the sandwiches. 

“Mother made them,” she said proudly. ““There are peanut but- 
ter ones with lettuce, and honey ones.” 

““Mother boiled these eggs, too,” said Gertrude Jones, unwrap- 
ping tissue paper. “I wonder if I brought salt.” 

“Well, Mother really made this salad, but I helped her peel the 
potatoes,” said Janice Grey, carefully unwrapping a bowl of delicious 
looking salad. 

“T made these cookies myself,” said Jill desperately, for she had 
been feeling uneasy about the cookies for the last half hour. She 
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jerked off the cover of the box and out rolled a chicken and a pudgy 


lion. 

“Oh, how splendid!” said Carrie. “We'll save them till last. 
Shall we?” 

They saved them, indeed. Jill tried not to see the girls’ polite 
faces as they tried to eat the floury cookies after all the other goodies 
were gone. She could have wept for shame, but at that moment a 
Boy Scout band went marching past and while the other girls watched 
the band, Jill gathered the poor cookies again into their box and thrust 
the box under the band stand, which was only a step away. 

“They shan’t think that they have to eat any more of them,” she 
thought. “Oh, why didn’t I let Mother watch me, at least?” 

The girls began to clear the table quickly, for there were two 
vacant teeter-totters near by. No one mentioned the cookies until 
suddenly Janice gave a little scream and whispered, “Girls! Look!” 
pointing to the ground beneath the band stand. 

There lay the box of abandoned cookies, but the cover was off 
and feeling around in the box, reaching for the largest or the best 
cookies, were two little skinny, hairy brown hands! 


She could have wept for shame. 


The girls backed away and then bent with one accord and peered 
under the stand. A half-grown monkey that had been helping himself 
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venture with an escaped monkey! 
cookies down there, Jill, or we'd never have seen him.” 

The girls all laughed, for the cookies were real animal cookies 
now; the monkey back in the shadows was nibbling away as fast and 
as contentedly as could be. 

Carrie and Janice had hardly started away to tell the zoo keeper 
of their find before the keeper himself appeared, looking anxiously 
from side to side and up into the trees. The monkey came out gladly 
enough, and Carrie and Janice ran back to the stand with their two 
friends, and all four were introduced to Peter Peanut—which hap- 
pened to be the monkey’s name. 

“Yes, he’s a good little fellow, though he gets out now and then,” 
said the keeper jovially, patting Peter’s homely little head. 
yes, of course I'll take the box of cookies for him if you want me to. 
Let me see—lions and rabbits and everything. They're real animal 
cookies, aren’t they >” 
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peered back at them anxiously and then retreated to the distant shadows 
among the timbers. 


“Oh, how exciting!” cried Gertrude. “We're having a real ad- 
It’s lucky you put your animal 
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THE PRAYER OF FAITH 


Wee Wisdom readers who wish to help others can do so 
by saying this prayer for them. 

God is my help in every need; 

God does my every hunger feed; 

God walks beside me, juides my way 

Through every moment of the day. 


I now am wise, I now am true, 

Patient, kind, and lovin, too. 

All things I am, can do, and be, 
Through Christ, the Truth that is in me. 


God is my health, I can’t be sick; 

God is my strength, unfailin, quick; 

God is my all; I know no fear, » 

Since God and love and Truth are here. 
—Hannah More Kohaus. 
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Grandmothers 
Birthde:: 


Grandmother’s bial was yr a week off. Betty Anne 
—— and thought and thought about what she should give Grand- 
mother. 

“It must be something especially nice,” she told her two chums, 
Edith and Jean. 

Edith thought that a gold thimble would be the very thing. So 
Betty Anne and Edith went to a big jewelry store. The price of a 
gold thimble was $4, and Betty Anne had only $2. 

“T can save my allowance, and run lots of errands this week,” 
she told Edith. ‘““Then I can buy the thimble.” 

Jean thought that Grandmother would like a new shawl better 
than a gold thimble. So Betty Anne asked Papa Jimsy what he 
thought Grandmother would like best. 

Papa Jimsy said he thought the thimble would be a very fine 
present. He told Betty Anne that he would help her to buy it for 
Grandmother. 

Still Betty Anne was not quite satisfied. She wanted to give 
Grandmother something entirely different from the usual run of presents. 

“Grandmother already has one thimble, even if it isn’t gold,” 
she told herself. “I want something special.” 

Then one day during her music lesson, Betty Anne had a won- 
derful idea. She tried so hard to play her pretty new piece well that 
a teacher said: “Why, Betty Anne, you’ve never played so well 

efore. 

Then Betty Anne happily whispered her idea to her teacher. 

“*That’s a lovely plan, Betty Anne. Surely I shall be most glad 
to help you,” promised Betty Anne’s teacher. 

Betty Anne then told Jean her secret. 

“Why, Betty Anne, it’s the grandest secret I’ve ever heard,” 
exclaimed Jean. 

“Now,” said Betty Anne, “we must tell Edith. It’s much better 
than a gold thimble, don’t you think so>” 

“Yes,” agreed Jean, “or a shawl either.” 
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The day before Grandmother’s birthday, Papa Jimsy asked 
Betty Anne: “Are you ready to buy that thimble>” 

“O Papa Jimsy,” explained Betty Anne, “I don’t want a 
thimble at all.” 

Then she whispered her great secret to Papa Jimsy. 


He hugged and kissed 
Betty Anne, and called her 
his little darling. He said 
that her present would be a 
beautiful one. 

Grandmother found no 
present at her place at the 
breakfast table on her birth- 
day morning. But she had 
) not remembered that it was 
her birthday, so she was not 
disappointed. 

The postman brought 
Grandmother a little note. 
It was from Betty Anne and 
it invited Grandmother to at- 
tend a recital to be given in 
her honor. 

“Why, the blessed 
child,” exclaimed Grand- 
mother happily. be 
sure, today is my birthday.” 

. When Grandmother 
reached the studio, there sat 
six of her very best friends, and Papa Jimsy, too. 

Betty Anne played her new piece and later she played another, 
that Grandmother especially liked. Jean gave her two funniest reci- 
tations, and Edith sang two lovely little s-ngs. 

Afterward the three children served Grandmother and her friends 
and Papa Jimsy and Betty Anne’s teacher with refreshments. They 
had pink ice cream, frozen to look like roses, and beautiful little cakes 
embossed with pink rosebuds. 

Then Papa Jimsy and the teacher brought out a lovely birthday 
cake covered with so many pink candles that one could hardly count 
them all. This was a surprise to Betty Anne and Jean and Edith, 
as well as to Grandmother. 


And on Grandmother’s plate lay a beautiful gold thimble! 
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ward Christiare 


Tint background sky-blue. When this is dry select the prettiest 
pink in your color box and tint roses and buds. Put a touch of yellow 
in centers of roses while the pink is still wet. Tint leaves dull green. 
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WHAT THE STORY HAS SAID 


Donny is spending the summer vacation with his grandparents on Hillgirt 
farm. He has a habit of saying, “I don’t like it.” Donny wonders why people 
do not care to have him with them. Stephen is trying to show Donny that it is 
because there are so many things that he doesn’t like. 


Chapter II 


Donny hung his head again. He had hurt Stephen. He was 
ashamed. “Stephen,” he said, “I didn’t know that I was hurting your 
feelings. I didn’t mean to—and I do want to grow up to be a big 
man. 

Stephen made three new furrows in the garden. He took some 
seeds from his pocket and gave a handful to Donny. “They’re beans,” 
he said. ‘You plant a row, son.” 

“Oh, goody! Give me a big handful, Stephen. I'll plant ‘em 
as straight as anything,” Donny assured him. Soon the seeds were 
covered snugly with earth. Stephen rubbed his hands together and 
smiled at Donny. “Now,” he said, “if the sun shines every day and 
if Stephen works hard and waters and weeds them, in about six weeks 
we shall have string beans. Then Stephen will come and pick them, 
early some morning, while they’re still wet with dew. Donny’s grand- 
mother will wash them and break them up. She will cook them her 
very nicest way, just so that Donny will like them. Then—then prob- 
ably Donny will turn down his lips and turn up his nose and say: ‘I 
don’t like beans!’ 

Donny was shaking his head hard. ““Oh, no, I won’t, I won't. I 
won't say that! Honest and truly, Stephen, I feel ashamed of myself.” 

That very day at dinner Donny found a dish of spinach at his 
place. It was floating in white sauce. Bits of hard-boiled egg were 
sprinkled on the top. It looked very pretty—but Donny thought that 
he disliked spinach more than anything else. Would he eat it? No, 
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he wouldn't. Just then he thought of Stephen. He pictured Stephen, 
planting the spinach in long rows, watering it, and stooping and weed- 
ing it. He thought of God’s good sunshine as helping it to grow. He 
thought of his grandmother’s busy hands as getting it ready to pop into 
the big, steaming kettle. And Grandmother had once told him that 
she had to wash more than three hundred leaves to make enough for 

eet dinner! Oh, no, the words, 
“T don’t like spinach,” would 
almost have choked him. 
He took a taste of spinach 
and tried to forget his feel- 
ings. “‘I like spinach, I like 
spinach, I like spinach,” he 
told himself until he had 
eaten the whole dish. “I 
like spinach, Grandmother,” 
he said aloud. Grandmother 
looked pleased. 

The next morning he 
began again to practice say- 
ing, “I like, I like.” When 
his grandfather asked him to 
bring in the kindling, he 
said: “I like to bring in the 
kindling.” His grandfather 
os like spinach,” he told himself. night when his grandfather 
said, “It’s time to go to bed,” 
Donny said: “I like to go to bed early because then I can get up 
early.” Grandfather smiled a big, surprised smile. 

Every time that Stephen heard Donny say, “‘I like,” he went to 
the back fence and rubbed out one of the black marks. In two weeks 
all of them were gone. The cross, I-don’t-like-it look began to disap- 
pear from Donny’s face. Not only that, but Donny really felt himself 
growing bigger and manilier. 

The Carey boys began to play with him. “Do you suppose 
they will ask me to their camp in vacation?” Donny asked Stephen. 

“You can be mighty sure that they will,” Stephen told him. 

One day the Carey boys invited Donny to go on a chestnut hunt 
and to spend the night in a tent by the river. As they trudged along 
the dusty road the boys met a big, new automobile. It stopped and 
aman got out. “Boys,” he said, “I wonder if one of you fine fellows 
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would take this canteen up to that little house on the hill. The old 
man who lives there lent it to me to get water in from his spring. I 
carried it off without thinking.” None of the boys answered. It was 
a hot day and the road to Benjy’s house was steep and rough. The 
river bank where they were going to pitch their tent was shady and 
cool. Besides, who wanted to go to Benjy’s house, anyway? Benjy 
was a hermit. No one ever went to see him. It was on the very tip of 
Donny’s tongue to say, “I don’t like to go so far; I don’t like hermits,” 
but quicker than a wink he said: “I'd like to go, sir.” 

Leaving his pack with the boys, Donny took the canteen and 
walked up the long, hot road. He was warm and tired when he 
reached Benjy’s gate, but the yard was cool and full of flowers. 
Benjy came to meet him. He looked kind and he was smiling. ““My 
lad,” he said, when 
Donny handed him 
the canteen, “‘you are 
very good. Come in.” 
Then he gave the boy 
some sweet little cakes 
and a tall mug of ap- 
ple cider. 

“I carried this 
canteen in the Civil 
war,” he told Donny. 
“T still use it to bring 
water from my spring 
and I don’t want 
to part with it. Let 
me see now—” he 
thought for a moment, 
then opened a cup- 

: - board in the wall. 

“I’m going to give it to a boy who liked to be kind He reached far back 

to an old man,” said Benjy. among boxes and 

dishes. Things rat- 

tled. Donny watched. Benjy had something in his hand—a beau- 

tiful old treasure it was! Donny, his eyes shining, jumped to his feet. 
“Oh, oh, it’s a bugle!” 

“Yes, it is a bugle, and it is in perfect condition, even though it 
is very old,” said Benjy. “I carried it in the Civil war. I was a bugle 
boy, you see. But I don’t need it any more. I’m going to give it to 


a boy who liked to be kind to an old man.” 
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A few minutes later the Carey boys saw Donny running down 
the hot, dusty road. He carried something that shone in the sun like 
gold. They heard strange sounds come from the shining thing. 
Donny rushed up to them, waving the new treasure over his head. 
“Benjy gave it to me for keeps!” he cried. 

When the boys saw that the gift was a bugle, they could only 
stand and stare and stare. “‘Oh, Donny,” they begged, “please, please 
go camping with us Friday; you can be our bugler!” 

Donny got right down and turned a somersault. “I should say 


I will. I'd like to go,” he said. 
(The end) 


Dear Wisdoms: 


I have just finished reading a basketful of letters and 
stories from you. 


There were letters from many lands, dear, loving letters 


that charmed me with their reports of the good that you are 
receiving and doing through Wee Wisdom. Your letters to 
the Good Words club have a special interest because they 
show that you are learning to choose the right kind of words. 

There were stories of many kinds—good stories. One 
story was of a little girl who was kind to a kitten. I liked that 
story. I think that the little girl in the story has the same feeling 
for kittens that I have—that she would like to pick up every 
kitten she sees, rub its soft fur, tickle its ears, and give it a 
dish of warm milk. 

And now: Again we are beginning to plan for August 
Wee Wisdom. That is the birthday number, as you know. 
We have been saving some of your stories for that number and 
shall be expecting to hear from you by letter and story, so that 
we can give you a Wee Wisdom containing a great amount 
of your own work. But you will have to send in your con- 
tributions at once. It takes time to prepare a Wee Wisdom 
and send it to you. 

With love, 


Editor 
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A BATHING SUIT FOR VACATION DAYS 


There are many places for children to enjoy the water and to 
learn to swim. Almost every park and playground has its fountain or 
swimming pool. E:ven when one does not go to the lakes or to the 
seashore, a bathing suit is a very necessary article if one is to enjoy to 
the fullest a summer vacation. 

The bathing suit shown in diagram | is a one-piece suit, a 
“step-in,” as we call the garments that one can step into and pull right 
up over the body. Such a bathing suit may be made very easily and 
quickly. Sateen, jersey, poplin, pongee, or 
even gingham may be use 

First get Mother Dear to lend you your 
bloomer pattern; then make a pair of bloomers 
from the material selected for the suit. Make 
the bloomers a little short, so that they will 
not bag much at the knees; make them loose 
at the waist. Bind them around the top with 
a narrow band. 

Next cut out a little slip something like 
diagram 2. You may use an underslip pat- 
tern for this. Make the slip short, not more 
than half way to the knees. Cut a little piece 
for each shoulder (see dotted lines on dia- 
gram 2), hem the bottom of each of these 
pieces, and baste on shoulders. This is to 
make the shoulders of the slip stronger for the 
; buttons and the buttonholes. Make a French 
Diagram 5 seam under the arms. 

Do you remember how to make a French 
seam? Some of you remember from other lessons, perhaps, but for 
the new readers who may not know we shall explain again. Sew a 
tiny seam on the right side of the material, then turn the garment wrong 
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side out and make a seam large enough to cover the other seam. See, 
the raw edges are all covered! 

An easy way to finish the bottom of skirt, the neck, and the arm- 
holes is to bind them. Get some bias binding (folded if you can find 
it) suitable both in color and material for the cloth that you have 
selected for the bathing suit. Wéith this bind around the bottom of 
slip, then, starting under one arm, bind around one armhole, across the 
shoulder, around the neck, over the other shoulder, around the other 
armhole, and so to starting point. Be sure to fold under the end of 
the binding neatly and to fasten it securely. 
Stitch the edge of the binding on the 
machine. 

On each back shoulder piece sew two 
small buttons, and make buttonholes on each 
front shoulder piece, to fit the buttons. Make 
the buttonholes up and down and fasten the 
corners well, so that they will not unbutton 


easily or pull out. 

Now put both garments on and get 
Mother Dear or Big Sister to pin the binding 
of the bloomers to the slip, a little below the 
waistline. Step out of the garment care- 


: fully, so as not to disturb the pins, and baste 
Di agram 2 the bloomers in place, then stitch two rows, 

one on each edge of the binding of the 
bloomers. It is easier to do this if you work from the wrong side of 
the garment. 

Now the bathing suit is completed! 

This little garment will add much to the vacation fun, and any 
little girl who makes a bathing suit for herself deserves a nice place 
to use it. May each of you have many good times in God’s out of 
doors during these vacation months. May you grow not only stronger 
in body, but sweeter in nature, and kinder and more loving toward all 
the other little folk with whom you play. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom Readers: 


We are very happy to have you send us so many stories and poems; 
we read all of them and greatly enjoy them. We are trying to give 
each reader of Wee Wisdom an opportunity to have a story or a poem 
published. If you send us another contribution soon after your first has 
appeared we may not use it, because we wish to let each reader have 
a place on the Young Authors pages. 

All stories and poems to be published in August Wee Wisdom 
must be in our office by June 1. 

Please do not send us anything that you have copied. Send us 
your own work; that is what we like. 

The Editor. 


THE SANDMAN 
JANE Burton (11 years) 


Denver, Colo. 


Oh, such a strange and exciting sight, 
To see the sandman come at night! 
Then we go traveling, first to China and Japan, 
Then to still another curious land. 

The children love the exciting sights, 

When they travel with the sandman, of nights. 


LOVE NEVER FAILS 
HELEN WILSON (11 years) 
Youngstown, Ohio 


Shirley Brown and Beatrice Johnson were friends, and they were 
together most of the time. 
One day Shirley found that the paper which had her arithmetic 
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problems on was missing. Shirley told Miss Jones, the teacher, and 
Miss Jones asked who had taken the paper. Bobby Meason, who 
* had taken it, put it into Beatrice’s desk because it was the nearest to his. 

Beatrice did not notice it, but afterward Shirley found her paper 
in Beatrice’s desk. Shirley told the teacher and the teacher gave 
Beatrice a low grade in arithmetic, for copying. Beatrice was much 
ashamed of her grade when she saw it and much grieved to lose her 
best friend. She tried to explain, but it did no good. 

That night Shirley was walking home, with Beatrice behind her. 
Shirley dropped her book but did not see it fall, so she walked 
right on. Beatrice saw her drop the book. She picked it up and took 
it to Shirley’s mother. 

That same night, after supper, there came a knock at Beatrice’s 
door, and in came Shirley. She asked Beatrice to forgive her for 
accusing her of taking the paper, and Beatrice did. 


GIVING 


Frepa M. RascHE 
Paducah, Ky. 


Some folk say they would love to give 
But haven’t any money; 

Now just in confidence I’Il say 
I think that is quite funny. 


*Cause every one has lots of things 
To give that are worth while, 

Kind, sweet words of love and cheer 
And many a sunny smile. 


BETTY AND THE FAIRY 


RutTH HEpsurn (13 years) 
Pennington, N. J. 


Betty was a very lonesome little girl, because she had no brothers 
or sisters. While she was thinking about this one morning, she saw a 
big brown dog running toward her. She was very much frightened, 
so she started to run. Straight for the flower garden she ran. 

““Maybe,” she said to herself, “I shall find fairies there who will 
save me. Oh, I hope so!’’ As she said this, everything seemed to 
grow misty. All she could see was a yellow flower which grew bigger 
and bigger; and a pretty little fairy stood beside it. 

“Come, my dear,” whispered the fairy, and taking Betty’s hand 
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she stepped into the flower. Then Betty had the queerest sensation. 
She felt herself going down, down, down. Suddenly she thought she 
heard music. It sounded like a fairy band playing sweet tunes, and 
sure enough it was. Betty felt her feet touch a soft, velvety carpet and 
found herself encircled by a strange, soft, rosy light. The fairy, who 
was still holding Betty’s hand, whispered again, “Come.” 

The fairy led Betty through an arched opening into a beautiful 
room filled with hundreds of pretty fairies who were dancing and sing- 
ing. Betty thought that she had never seen anything else quite so 
lovely. The fairy led her toward a beautiful throne on which was 
seated a fairy with a crown of sparkling rubies on her head; she was 
the queen. The queen told Betty to sit on the throne beside her; then 
she told Betty all about the fairy kingdom. She said that every year 
the fairies had a party like this one, which they called the fairies’ 
festival. 

Soon a little elf came into the middle of the room and blew three 
times on a golden trumpet; then he disappeared. Instantly all the 
fairies except the queen melted into the air. Betty was very much sur- 
prised, but the queen told her that it was time for the banquet. Taking 
Betty by the hand the queen led the way into a large room, where all 
the fairies were seated around tables. The queen and Betty sat at the 
head of the largest table. 

The fairies ate dewdrops, but Betty was served with a delicious 
dinner suited to her taste. When dinner was over the queen asked 
Betty if she were tired. Just as the queen said this Betty saw a little 
man, whom she knew very well, come into the room. He was the 
sandman. Betty tried to say that she was not tired, but she could not. 
The sandman was looking very hard at her, so instead of saying “No,” 
she said, “Yes.” 

Then Betty had a queer sensation. She opened her eyes. The 
sun was shining in at the window, and she realized that she had been 


asleep. She jumped out of bed and ran to tell her mother of her won- 
derful dream. 
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MY MOTHER 


CLIFFORD Eppy (7 years) 
Providence, R. I. 
My mother is so good to me 
In every single way, 
It makes me love her more and more 
With every passing day. 
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GOD'S BEAUTY 
MARGUERITE WARNER (14 years) 
Los Angeles, Calif. 

Scatter seeds of kindness 


Everywhere you go, 
And be a little sunbeam 
That all the world may know. 
For sunshine warms the hardest heart 
And chases ’way the frowns, 
Instead of tears a smile does bring 
And makes the saddest soul to sing. 
God’s beauty is everywhere, 
In every living thing! 
From the largest tree 
To the smallest bird on wing; 
From the greatest height 
‘ To the lowest depth, 
As far as you can see. 
But the greatest beauty of all is 
God’s voice within you and me. 


MY BABIES 
VIRGINIA EHLERT (7 years) 


San Francisco, Calif. 


I am a deer. I have three babies. They are one year old. 


Dressed in polka dots, they play in the grass all day. 


29 
| 
‘ 


WEE WISDOM 


Object—To radiate sunshine to all the world. 
Motto—I speak only good words. 
Club pin—Three wise monkeys, signifying: “I see no evil, hear 

no evil, and speak no evil.””. A club pin will be given to each member 

when he has written four monthly letters to the secretary, telling her 
how he has kept the pledge, and sent in one subscription to Wee 

Wisdom. 

Requirement for membership—A simple request addressed to the 
secretary of the Good Words-Booster club, 917 Tracy, Kansas City, 
Mo. 

Reports and letters—A\ll letters and club reports must be sent to 
the Good Words-Booster club secretary. 

Letters from readers of Wee Wisdom will be published on these 
pages. 

For the readers who wish to correspond—lf the reader to whom 
you write does not answer, write again, or write to other readers. 


Tom and his sister Mary had a garden. They were trying to 
raise flowers, but they found that the weeds grew faster and more 
plentifully than the flowers. 
“What shall we do?” asked Tom of Mary. 
“Every time we pull up a weed let’s plant a flower in its place, 
and then a weed can’t grow there any more,” said Mary. 
They did that, and soon had only flowers in their garden, and 
every one who saw it said: “Oh, what a beautiful, beautiful garden!” 
“Who were Tom and Mary?” you ask. 
They were Wee Wisdom Good Words-Booster club members. 
“What was their garden?” 
Their garden was their minds. 
““What were the weeds and the flowers>” 
The weeds were unkind words, and the flowers were kind words. 


23 

Ax >>. < AR 

‘ 


WEE WISDOM 


Demonstrations 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I have been getting Wee Wisdom for six months. | 


am saying The Prayer of Faith very often, now that examinations are so near. 

I am not afraid. I know God will help me. One day when I was coming home 

from school I went on the avenue and was caught in the middle of the auto 

trafhe. I thought that the autos were going to run over me, but I quickly said 

_ Prayer of Faith and the autos passed me without even stopping.—cKurt 
rueger. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Since I have joined the Good Words club I am 
trying to speak only good, true words. Once my neck was stiff; I said The 
Prayer of Faith and my neck got all right. I see that the club is helping me 
with love and blessings. I am getting on well with my school work.—Mary 
Logan (British West Indies). 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy Wee Wisdom very mugh and I really don’t 
know what I should do without it. I say The Prayer of Faith every night. It 
has helped me a great deal in my studies. One night I woke up with a severe 
earache; I kept saying The Prayer of Faith until the ear stopped aching. —Ruth 
Blackadar. 


Dear Goad Words club—I write to tell you how much I have improved 
in my use of words. I want to practice using good words so that when I find 
anybody or anything in trouble I can speak the word and heal, as Jesus did. 
—Mary Mason. 

Dear Good Words club—I believe in good words and I have faith in 
them. I say them every day, especially when I am anxious; then I feel better. 
I can’t go to sleep at nights without saying The Prayer of Faith Anastasia 
Christofithou (Cyprus). 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have read some of the letters that have been in 
Wee Wisdom. I used to be afraid to go upstairs alone but since I have studied 
The Prayer of Faith I am not afraid. I am getting out of that habit. I sleep 
with Wee Wisdom under my head. I say The Prayer of Faith morning and 
night and in school.—Alice Alexander. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI am trying to be good and to use good words. I 
re to do my lessons at school well.—Mary Buckmire (British West 

ndies). 

Dear Good Words club—The club has helped me hold my temper at 
school and at home. My grandmother has thought well of the club. I would 
like to have Wee Wisdom come every week instead of every month.—Mary 
Winslow. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy you very much. I like Blanche’s Corner. 
I am making some of the valentines that were shown in the February number. 
The Wee Wisdom that you sent to our school has been put in the library and 
many of the children read it. Your prayers have helped me very much. | 
ranked first in my class for January.—/oan Stirling. 

Dear Good Words club—lI still strive ever to use only good words. In 
my final exams at school not one of my grades was below 100. Before taking 
a test I repeat my statements and say, “I can,” many times.—Doreen Stokes. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou have helped me in my work at school and at 
home, and I thank you. Every time we have exams I say The Prayer of Faith 
and it helps me very much. I love “The Squareness of Neil Morris’ and 
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Blanche’s Corner. I take the magazine to school and we make up plays about 
the stories. We act these plays and call them the “Junior Red Cross Plays.” 
Also I take the magazine to Sunday school and the teacher lets me teach the 
lesson sometimes. Every Sunday we learn the memory verse in the magazine. | 
hardly know how to thank God enough for his precious gifts—Marie Barker. 

Dear Friend—Our Good Words club had a very fine meeting. We are 
going to have a contest to see who can find the Bible verse with the most good 
words in it. In one of our meetings two of our members gave readings.—Orrin 
McCausland. 

Dear Editor—I have a cat. I found it on my front steps and I took it in. 
It was very hungry, so I gave it some milk. It was very tired, so I made a little 
bed for it to sleep in, and in the morning I gave it some more milk. In a few 
days we became quite friendly and now he is a big cat and he is a pet. I am 
seven years old.— Ruth Jaquillard. 

Dear Good Words clubh—When I am worried over a test I always say, 
“‘God’s mind in me knows everything that is in my books.’”—Dorothy Finger. 

Dear Friends—I enjoy reading Wee Wisdom. It has helped me to ad- 
vance in each grade; I am now in the fifth, We have manual training once 
a week, and the Handicraft pages in Wee Wisdom help me. I like the page for 
the little artist, and Blanche’s Corner, and also the puzzle page.—Wiilliam Scott. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI enjoy Wee Wisdom very much. Sometimes I do 
not feel good and I say The Prayer of Faith; then I feel fine. When my 
studies are hard I say The Prayer of Faith, When my friends come to play 
we sometimes read the storiés in Wee Wisdom and they like them very much. 
—Flora Christian. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I was very pleased to get your card and | am inter- 
ested in your books. When I have read one of them one of the girls is always 
ready for it. I say The Prayer of Faith every night. My sister, in England, 
gets Wee Wisdom, and I am sure that she likes it.—WNellie Grant (Australia). 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like the puzzle page and the page for the little 
artist. I make doll dresses with the patterns that Busy Sunbeams gives. My 
brother likes Wee Wisdom, too. I am still trying to get some of my friends to 
subscribe.—Dezrin Lyttle. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I want to tell you that words cannot express how 
much I enjoy you. I used to take you about two years ago and my mother 
bought you again this year. There is only one trouble about you, and that is 
that you do not come weekly. I know The Prayer of Faith and I say it every 
day. I certainly de love your stories very much.—George Potter. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Mother sent for Wee Wisdom for me and I am 
delighted with the lessons and verses. I have improved a great deal since I have 
been studying Wee Wisdom. I had a grand party Christmas. My little friends 
joined me in reciting the verses and in singing the songs that appear in Wee Wis- 
dom. I thank Wee Wisdom for my improvement.—Oscar Bonaparte (British 
West Indies). 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I read every page of Wee Wisdom and | enjoy it 
very much. I am getting along very well in my music and in my school work. 
I am still saying The Prayer of Faith. Give my love to all the readers of Wee 
Wisdom.—Lena Miller. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou have been a great help to me in my school work, 
and in other things. I love to read the poems composed by children. I say 
The Prayer of Faith every night before going to bed. We had an examination 
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Friday and I did well by saying The Prayer of Faith. My brother and | 
enjoy reading Wee Wisdom.—Mabel Bates. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have read this month's Wee Wisdom and found it 
a very nice magazine. I love to read the stories told by children. I also love 
to read the Bible lessons. I have done better this month than I did last month 
and I hope I shall continue that way.— Rufus Wiggins. 

Dear Club Members—We had our program last Wednesday at the school- 
house. There was not a mistake. We had songs and pieces and a play and 
“The Minuet.” We also had our blessings. We stood in a row and said our 
chief blessings. I thanked God for Mother and school.—Bonnie Flindt. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I think Wee Wisdom is the most beautiful book I 
have ever read. Every morning I have to walk down to the gate and wait for 
the school truck. ‘When nobody lived in the house by the gate I was afraid, but 
I said, ““The Lord is with me,” until the truck came.—Peggy Gene Coady. 


Readers Who Wish to Correspond with Other Readers 


Katherine Cantrell (13 years), box 431, Fordyce, Ark.; Bernice Steves 
(15 years), Lake George, N. Y.; Alice Smith (16 years), rfd No. 1, Lake 
George, N. Y.; Ethel Hall (14 years), rfd No. 1, Lake George, N. Y.; 
Webster Hayden (11 years), 176814 22d ave. s., Seattle, Wash.; Eva Maye 
Cooper, rfd No. 4, Crown Point, Dayton, Ohio; R. A. Pappoe, c/o Mr. D. 
W. Boxton, Lighthouse Keeper, H. M. Customs, James Town, Accra, Gold 
Coast, W. Africa; Myrna Brown (12 years), rfd No. 3, Delphos, Kans. ; 
Lucile Graves (8 years), Interior, S. Dak.; Nadine Fine (14 years), 629 
Evans st., San Bernardino, Calif.; Sarah M. Hunt (13 years), 694 East 40 
North, Portland, Oregon; Loretta Shelton, Denton, Mont.; Frances Allan 
(12 years), box 922, Wetunka, Okla.; Elva Marjason (16 years), Taringa, 
Chesterfield road, Epping, N. S. W.; John C. Messersmith, Lapwai, Idaho; 
Gladys Knarr (12 years), box 98, Woolrich, Pa.; Marjorie Wisdom (11 
years), box 237, Bayard, Nebr.; Marian Pieper, Waterloo, III. 


New Members of the Good Words-Booster Club 


Maybell Heim; Pauline Estelle Hopcraft; Claudia Price; Margaret 
Davidson; Louise Akers; Benjamin L. Hallock, jr.; Hurene Gower; Jane 
Roberts; Margaret Roberts; Virginia K. Richard; Jean Peebles; Mary 
Peebles; Bobbie Peebles. 


Readers Who Wish the Prayers of Other Readers 


Katherine Cantrell: school work (arithmetic and English); Barbara 
Machin: health for four friends; Alice Smith: health for a friend; Dorothy 
Knabb: health; Rosa Jones: school work (arithmetic); Elizabeth Paltauf: 
health for her grandmother; Ivy Anderson: school work; Thelma Thomas: 
health for mother and sister; Eva Maye Cooper: school work and health; E. D. 
Summers, jr.: prayers for brothers; Beth Edwards: health for mother and 
school work for self (arithmetic, hygiene, and music) ; Margaret Young: school 
work and health for mother; Elva Marjason: that she may be successful in her 
work and that her mother’s burdens may be lifted; Thomas Brady: school work 
and health; Gladys Knarr: health, happiness, and prosperity for self and sister. 
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DREAMS. 


I stand tiptoe on my silver star, 
And look on forest and steeple. 

I send a smile to color the dreams 
Of all of the sleepin, people. 
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HAROLD EVANS KELLOGG 
TOY GARAGE 


Perhaps some of our Handicraft workers are too old to play with 
toy autos, but I am sure that any of them will enjoy making a little 
toy garage. When finished it will make a delightful plaything for 
some youngster. 

For the front and back pieces select boards about '/2 inch thick. 
Make the sides, top pieces, and doors of material about 4 inch thick. 

To make the front, first cut out a piece 10 inches long and 8 
inches wide. Measure in 4 inches from the side (to the center), and 
measure down 3 inches from the top on both sides. Draw slanting 
lines as shown in the diagram, and saw off the corners. For the doors, 
measure out an opening 5 inches wide and 6), inches high. (See the 
diagram at lower left-hand corner.) Cut this opening with a scroll 
saw. The back piece is made exactly the same as the front, except 
that no doorway need be cut. The two side pieces are each 7 by 12 
inches in size. Bevel the top edges of the side pieces about '/ inch 
to allow for the slope of the roof, as shown in the diagram. - In the 
exact center of each side piece, measure out a window 2 inches wide 
and 4 inches long. Bore a hole inside of this area to insert the blade 
of the scroll saw, and saw out the piece. 

Make the top pieces each 14 inches long. Top piece number 
one is 6 inches wide; top piece number two is 614 inches wide. The 
doors are each 2!/y by 6! inches. 

Plane, file, and sandpaper all surfaces, and join them with glue 
and brads. In joining, lap the side pieces over the ends. Next attach 
top piece number one; then lap the upper edge of top piece number 
two over number one. Swing the doors in place with small hinges. 
Whittle the weather vane out of soft wood, and attach to a round 
stick. Bore a small hole in the roof and glue the round stick into 
the hole. Cover the windows with celluloid. You can obtain this 
by soaking an old kodak film in hot water for a few minutes, to re- 
move the emulsion. 

You may stain the garage, or finish it with a coat of plain shellac. 
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Lesson 10, JUNE 5, 1927. 
PETER PREACHING TO GENTILES.—Acts 10—11. 


GOLDEN TExT—There is no distinction between Jew and Greek: 
for the same Lord is Lord of all, and is rich unto all that call upon him. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


We attain a large part of our growth in Truth by raising our 
thoughts above material things and fixing them on the things of Spirit. 
Cornelius, the Roman soldier, stands for pride in one’s position or power. 
Some of the disciples had much pride when they talked among themselves 
about which one should be the greatest in the kingdom of heaven. Jesus 
tried to teach them that they should think more of trying to do good 
than of the positions that they held. 

We have thoughts in us that have power and that rule over the 
different parts of our bodies and of our work. To rule wisely and well 
these thoughts should know and follow the Spirit of Christ. They need 
to call upon faith to teach them of the Christ; Spirit within shows them 
how to find faith, as the Spirit of the Lord put it into the heart of Cor- 
nelius to send for Peter. 

Peter was taught that the blessings of God are for all people. This 
is a lesson that we too should learn, for sometimes we seem to think that 
the good that God sends to us is only for ourselves and for our friends. 
We receive more of good as we become willing to share the good with 
all God’s children. Then, too, some of us may call upon God’s help 
to make our bodies whole and well, but do not think of God in our 
work. Others may feel that God can help them do their work, but that 
they do not need his help in their play. Not only all God’s children 
but all parts of their thinking, their bodies, and their affairs should be 
given the Christ message. Faith is always ready to lead us to the Christ. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


From what does a large part of our growth in Truth come? 
Should one be proud of his position or of his power? 
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What was Peter taught in this lesson? 
To whom and what should the Christ message be given? 
Lesson THOUGHT—I/ am glad to share the blessings of God with 
all his children. 
MEMORY VERSE 
Faith teaches me that all God’s gifts 
With others I should share; 
And so I send them out to bless 
His children everywhere. 


LEsson I1, JUNE 12, 1927. 
PETER DELIVERED FROM PRISON.—Acts 12:1-17. 
GOLDEN TEXT— _ 
Many are the afflictions of the righteous; 
But Jehovah delivereth him out of them all. 
—Ps. 34:19. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


The freeing of Peter fzom prison teaches us the great power that 
is in prayer. The Father always answers the earnest prayer of faith 
and understanding. 

The mortal will, for which Herod stands, always is afraid that 
some other power may rule in our minds. Mortal will tries to destroy 
faith and the other spiritual thoughts in us; it fears that if the Christ truth 
gets too strong and is allowed to do its cleansing, healing work in us, this 
truth will in time take away its power. 

Prayer is the surest way to win victory over error. Peter was not 
only chained in prison, but a soldier was on each side of him, besides 
the guards at the gates, to keep him from getting away. To the human 
mind there could be no way by which he could overcome all these things, 
and it seemed as if faith (Peter) could do nothing. But the Christians 
prayed earnestly to God for Péter and the answer to their prayers came 
in the form of the angel that set him free. 

At first Peter thought that he had had a dream or a vision. The 
freeing power of Spirit is so great that it sometimes is hard for us to 
believe the wonderful things that Spirit does for us. But as it works in 
us we come to ourselves and then we know what has taken place in our 
hearts and our lives. 

The first thing that Peter did was to go to the house where his 
friends were praying. A new and stronger faith always comes to us 
when we have prayed earnestly. A new love for the things of Spirit 
spreads through us and makes us more firm to stand for the things of God. 
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LESSON QUESTIONS 


What does the mortal will fear? 

What is the surest way to win victory over error? 

Why is it sometimes hard for us to believe the things that Spirit 
does for us? 

What comes to us when we have prayed earnestly ? 


Lesson THOUGHT—Through the power of prayer | am freed from 
every error thought. 


MEMORY VERSE 


The Spirit answers all my prayers 
And sets me wholly free 

From every error thought that comes 
To bind and limit me. 


Lesson 12, JUNE 19, 1927. 


PETER TEACHES GOOD CITIZENSHIP.—I Peter 2:11-17; 
4:1-5. 


GoLpEN TExt—Love worketh no ill to his neighbor—Rom. 13:10. 
WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


A really good citizen is one who is temperate in all things and obeys 
the law. One who has learned to love the law of God does not find it 
hard to obey the laws of man. 

When our thoughts are on outer pleasures so much that we do not 
find time to be still and talk to God, we feel an emptiness of soul and 
mind; this is what Peter. meant when he wrote of the things that war 
against the soul. That which does not bring us great peace and lasting 
happiness is an enemy of the soul and makes war against it. When all 
our love is fixed upon Truth and when, more than anything else, we want 
to know God within us and in all people, we shall take the Christ with 
us wherever we go and in whatever we do. Then our lives will be rich 
and all that we say and do will help others to be honest and pure and 
happy. 

The suffering in the flesh that Peter wrote about means the giving 
up, by what we call denial, of harmful foods, drinks, and habits. The 
flesh always suffers when it is called upon to give up such things; 
but if we stand firm in Truth we shall overcome and shall gain greater 
freedom to live in the way that God would have us live. The new freedom 
brings us greater joy and happiness. 

Those who do not see Truth as we do may make fun of us or 
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may say unkind things about us because we do not do as they do. But 
what they say or do should not turn us from the right, for we know that 
after all God is our only judge. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


Who is a really good citizen? 

What did Peter mean when he wrote of the things that “war against 
the soul” ? 

What is meant by the suffering in the flesh? 

Who is our only judge? 


Lesson THOUGHT—/ am true to God and to all men because | 
express the Christ Spirit in all that I think, speak, and act. 


MEMORY VERSE 
I put away all fleshly thoughts, 
As God would have me do, 
So I may show to all my friends 


A life that’s good and true. 


LEsson 13, JUNE 26, 1927. 
REVIEW: LIFE AND LETTERS OF PETER.—I Peter 5:1-11. 


GOLDEN TEXT—Come ye after me, and | will make you fishers of 
men.—Matt. 4:19. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


The lessons about Peter in this quarter have been given to help us 
to grow stronger in faith. Faith is what Peter stands for in our Bible study. 

We learn from Jesus’ calling Peter that faith is the first thing that 
we need when the Spirit of Christ begins to work in us. When Peter 
tried to walk on the water he got along all right until he took his mind off 
Jesus and put it on the waves; then he began to sink. We are safe only 
when we keep our thoughts on the Christ. 

The Easter lesson teaches us that faith is quick to learn that the 
Christ has overcome the grave. Faith also is able to see the glory of 
the Christ, as Peter saw the light that shone about Jesus on the mountain. 
From the lesson of Peter’s denial we learn that even faith may grow weak 
when faced by fear, and that we need to live close to God to keep faith 
strong. 

God has work for each of us to do; if we love him he expects us 
to help those about us. This we learn from the word that he said to 
Peter: “Feed my sheep.” The lesson of Peter at Pentecost teaches that 
when the Holy Spirit comes upon us we are strong to stand up for the 
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Christ. Peter’s healing of the lame man shows that we can give to others, 
even though we have no money. 

When our mortal thoughts try to drive out our spiritual thoughts we 
must know that we should obey God rather than the mortal. We learn, 
too, that God’s truth is for all people and that his Spirit will set us free 
from every kind of bondage. 

All these lessons should make our faith stronger in the Spirit of Christ. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


Why have we studied the lessons about Peter in this quarter >? 
What does Jesus’ calling Peter teach us? 

Name some of the things that faith can do. 

Who should be given God’s truth? 


Lesson THOUGHT—My faith grows stronger each day and lifts me 
toward perfection. 


MEMORY VERSE 


I listen for the voice within, 

To hear what it may say; 
And heeding it, my faith in God 
Grows stronger day by day. 


LEsson 1, JuLy 3, 1927. 
SAUL CHOSEN KING.—I Samuel 9—11. 


GoLpEN TEXT—What doth Jehovah require of thee, but to do 
justly, and to love kindness, and to walk humbly with thy God 2—Mic. 6:8. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


In the study of the kings and the prophets of Israel we should keep 
in mind that in their works and in their lives we find a picture of our 
thoughts and our lives. 


For a long time God led the children of Israel by means of their 
judges and prophets. After a time, however, they felt that they should 
have a king, just as our wills sometimes feel that they and not the Christ 
in us should rule our thoughts. Saul stands for the human will; Samuel, 
for Spirit’s leading in us. 

At first Saul was humble; he was so timid that he hid among the 
baggage when the people were looking for him. He was willing to listen 
to the words of Samuel, who gave him the word of God. When our wills 
rule us they usually are shy at first, but as they grow stronger they often 
turn from the leading of Spirit and want to follow their mortal ideas. 
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We are taught that we should be humble in the sight of God; spiritual 
humbleness is not the same as human shyness, such as Saul showed. 

Samuel had told the people of Israel that it was not wise for them 
to have a king. Spirit in us is always telling us that we shall be happier 
if we let God rule us than if we set up our wills as rulers of our thoughts; 
but because we are free we have the right to choose the thoughts that 
rule us, even though we may make a choice that is not for our highest good. 

We always should recognize God as king; we should trust the 
Holy Spirit as our only guide. Our wills should be taught that good 
comes to us when they obey the will of God. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


What do we find in our study of the kings and the prophets of Israel ? 
For what does Saul stand? Samuel? 

What do our wills sometimes do as they become strong? 

What should be our only guide? 


Lesson THOUGHT—My will is guided by Spirit within me and | 
do the will of God. 


MEMORY VERSE 
I put aside my human will 
And let God rule in me; 


His loving Spirit guides my steps 
Wherever I may be. 


TABLE 


The love of God meets all the need 
Of lambs that in the pastures feed. ) 
} The love of God provides for me | | 
Each day, wherever I may be. 
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PUZZLE PAGE 


BIBLE NAMES 
1. A refusal plus an exclamation. 
2. The nickname of one of the presidents of the United States, 

plus fifty. 
3. An exclamation, plus an ocean. 

A floor covering plus a sinew. 

Five hundred plus eager, or greedy. 

A crooked letter, plus the edge of a dress. 

A boy’s nickname plus papa’s boy. 

Part of “to be,” plus the cross word puzzle word for bone. 

One who does a brave act plus five hundred. 

Jumbled type plus tardy. 


TAKE AWAY A LETTER PUZZLE 
Take s from the following words: 
The finest and leave a wager. 
Useless and leave a sewing help. 
An animal and leave to overcome. 
Closed and leave a rude house. 
Price and leave a small bed. 
Wall coating and leave one who plates. 
Long thin piece and leave a journey. 
A nuisance and leave a favorite. 
To assail and leave a vegetable. 
A plant gum and leave part of a harness. 


— 


ANSWER TO LAST MONTH'S RIDDLE RIME 
CROSS WORD PUZZLE ALBERTA M. CARTER 
I am warm and clear 
Aly MBAITIE 
And I bring great cheer, 
“Als |H Ba J|A|M BT With my bright face ever 
A|R|T |O|D RBH IE shining; 
AIT IT You may think it queer, 
SHE | But I tell you, dear, 
That I paint the cloud’s 
RIVE | NIE |T. bright lining. 
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FRESH VEGETABLES TODAY LADY 


In June, after the summer vacation had started, the Spartans did 
most of their garden work in the morning. The green onions, crisp 
radishes, lettuce, and spinach were ready for sale and the Spartans 
had no difficulty in disposing of their produce among the neighbors. 
The vegetables were gathered early, before the sun had taken away 
the freshness which the cool night and the dew had given to them. 
They were carried quickly to the shade beside the well house, where 
a large tub was kept under a spout leading from the pump. After a 
sufficient amount of water had been pumped into the tub, the vege- 
tables were doused up and down in it until they were clean. The 
onions then were tied in cool looking bunches of green and white; 
the radishes, in tight, fat bunches of crisp red and white balls, and 
the lettuce and the spinach were piled loosely in baskets, to prevent 
crushing. When the produce had been prepared for sale, two mem- 
bers of the gang hung a basket on each arm and started out. 

The gang had arranged the selling, as well as the work in the 
garden, so that each member would do his share. On Monday, David 
and Coralee went around offering the vegetables for sale. Tuesday, 
Red and Kegs were the salesmen. Wednesday, Chink and Cousin 
Bob took their turns. Then on Thursday David and Coralee began 
again. In this way each member of the firm was a salesman two 
mornings every week. The rule was that the two who were to sell 
need do none of the garden work or the gathering and washing of the 
produce on the day that they were to sell. Bige was the only member 
of the company who was not governed by the general rules. Some- 
times he chose to go with one or the other of the salesmen. Again, 
especially if the morning was warm, he would elect to stay home and, 
from the shade of the apple trees, watch the workers in the garden. 

One Tuesday morning Chink was busy thinning the beets. Red 
and Kegs, who were waiting for the baskets to be filled, were idly 
watching him. 
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“Say,” Red exclaimed suddenly, “that reminds me—last Friday 
the doctor’s wife asked me if we wouldn’t soon be having beet top 
greens for sale. Why not take those up to her instead of throwing 
them away >” 

“Fine idea,” agreed Chink. “‘I’ll take a bunch down to the tub 
and wash them.” 

A moment later Coralee, coming to the well with an arm load 
- onions, discovered Chink carefully cutting the tops from the small 

eets. 

“O Chink, don’t cut the beets off,” she protested. 

“T’d like to know why not?” asked Chink. “The doctor’s wife 
wants the tops for greens.” 

“T know, but the tiny beets can be cooked with them. They are 
so tender they do not need to cook long and they are delicious. When 
Mother cooks beet greens we all love to pick out the little new beets. 
They are sweeter than they will be later.” 

““There’s a lot to learn in this garden business,” muttered Chink 
as he filled the basket with beets that had not been beheaded. 

“Coralee is smart,” boasted Red. “‘Aren’t you glad I brought 
her into the Spartan club?” 

Chink rose and wiped his hands slowly on his overalls. 

“T’m glad Coralee was smart enough not to let your stupidity 
keep her out of the club,” he said, looking right into Red’s eyes. 

““Who’s stupid Red began, but Kegs interrupted him. 

“Smooth down that sorrel hair of yours, Red, and come on!” 
he urged. ‘“We’ve got these vegetables to sell.” 

“I’m going to settle with Chink first,” Red declared. 

“Yes, while the vegetables wilt,” groaned Kegs. 

“Tt will be all over before they have time to wilt,”’ said Chink. 

“Say, you fellows!”” exclaimed David. “How much chance do 
you suppose this firm has to succeed if its members waste time quarrel- 
ing? We have so much to sell today we'll be lucky if we get rid of 
it all.” 

“Well, Red can sell it if any one can,” said Chink, looking a 
bit ashamed. “Go on and peddle your truck, sonny, and make us 
proud of you.” 

Red smiled. ‘“The way it’s put up helps a lot,” he said gener- 
ously, ‘‘and Chink sure makes the radishes shine.” 

Red and Kegs returned to the Roost about noon with empty bas- 


kets and pockets full of change. They turned the change over to 
Cousin Bob. 
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“T have the best joke of the year,” said Kegs, doubling up with 
mirth at the memory of it: 
“Listen, ye Spartans, and I’ll make known 
The wonderful tale of our Red Sloan. 

“Mrs. Marvin bought some things from us and asked Red how 
much they would be. “Thirty-five cents,” Red answered quickly. 
‘My!’ said Mrs. Marvin, ‘you are quick at figures. You must be very 
good at arithmetic in school.” When I remembered some of Red's 
report cards last year I wanted to laugh, but on glared at me so [| 
choked instead.” 

“You deserved to choke,”’ laughed Red. 

“Red is improving in arithmetic,” said Cousin Bob earnestly. 
““He helped me with the books last week and he didn’t make one 
mistake.” 

“T never could get very much interested in imagining how many 
bushels of ‘spuds’ farmer A and farmer B would have together if 
farmer A had six and three fourths times as many as farmer B,” said 
Red. “I can see some sense to knowing how much three bushels of 
radishes at five cents a bunch, four bunches of onions at the same price, 
and a peck of spinach at twenty-five cents would be. It pays to know 
how to make change, too. If I make a mistake, either the firm loses 
or I ‘short change’ a customer and I certainly don’ t want to do that. 
I'll bet I'll get better grades in arithmetic next year.’ 

“IT know something else you’d better study,” said Kegs, who had 
been sitting on the ground at Red’s feet. “You'd better take up 
sewing.” 

“What do I care about sewing>”’’ laughed Red. 

““Well if you don’t mend the hole in your pants pocket, you won’t 
need any arithmetic to count the firm’s money; you'll lose it all,” said 
Kegs, and he held fifteen cents up to view. 

Red hastily thrust his hand into his pocket. 

“T’'ll say there is a hole,” he said, turning the pocket inside out. 
“Let’s see if I’ve lost any more.” 

They sat in a circle and counted the money and found it all there. 

““Whew!”’ said Red, “‘that is a relief, but I don’t have to study 
sewing. I know a better way than that.” 

“How?” demanded Kegs. 

‘Allow me,” Red stood up and bowed, “‘to present my cousin 
Coralee, who will, if I am very polite to her, mend the hole in my 
pocket. Won't you Coralee?” he added, smiling at her. 

“If that is what it takes to keep you smiling, [’ll mend pockets 
all day,” agreed Coralee as the gang loaded the tools into the wheel- 
barrow to take them down to the Roost. 
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IMELDA OCTAVIA SHANKLIN 


“Two maidens dwelt on the shore of the sea. . . . It 
was the custom of the two maidens to watch the seas for the 
coming of a ship. Tradition promised that the ship would 
bear to the sands of their shore a princess, beautiful, good, and 
great, who was to bestow upon some person a gift of value.” 

Basha and Walin were the names of these two maidens. 
Finally the princess did come and Basha and Walin each re- 
ceived a gift from her. 

What those gifts were and how each of the maidens used 
her gift make a charming story for boys and girls. The pictures 
are lovely, and the story is so interestingly written that we know 
you will love it all. Miss Shanklin has written it and that, to 
W ee Wisdom folk, means a great deal, for there are few Wee 
Wisdom readers who have not already learned to love Miss 
Shanklin and the many lovely stories and poems that she writes 
for them. 

This little book, “Treasure Box,” has recently been re- 
printed. The new books are bound in jackets of light gray. 
You will enjoy reading ““Treasure Box,” and you will enjoy 
giving it to your friends to read. It is inexpensive—only $.50 
—and so, ideal for gifts to carry to the many birthday parties 
to which you are invited. Why not ask Mother to order two 
—one for you and one for the next birthday party gift? You 
are sure to be needing one soon. 

Unity has several other splendid books for you, but we 
haven’t room here to tell you all about them. We can give 
you a list of the books and perhaps you will find in that list 
another book that you should like to have. 


Aunt Joy’s Nature Talks ......... paper, $.50; cloth, $.75 
Wee Wisdom’s Way ............ paper, $.50; cloth, .75 
The Garden, the Gate, and the Key ............... e 


ee eee ee eee eee eee 


UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY 
917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 
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Wee Wisdom Picture Books, Vol. II and Vol. III, each, .75 
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THE SNAILS 


Cora Preble 


The snails are funny creatures 
That leave queer wiggly tracks 
And carry little houses 
Of shell upon their backs. 


Perhaps a fairy’s riding 

Within; if so, no doubt 
That’s why they travel slowly— 
_ So’s not to tip her out! 


And when I see-them moving 
Around the yard with care, 
I think perhaps a princess 
Is out to take the air! 
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BRINGING HOME THE COWS 


When the cows are in the north pas- 
ture Buddy takes them out in the morning, 
and brings them homein the evening. Boon 


brin3s them in from the south pasture. The 
north pasture has a gate. Boon can’t open 


gates. 

Some evenings Buddy and Boon take 
me with them. We have 300d times. 

If the cows are across the biz, creek, 
Buddy sends Boon for them. Boon likes to 
30 after the cows. He runs and jumps and 
barks, but he is not angry with he cows. 
He just plays with them. They 30 to the 
barnyard with him. 


IMELDA GOTAVIA 
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If the cows are across the little creek, 
Buddy carries me over the water. Then 
we all bring, the cows home. 

We found a meadow lark’s nest. Buddy 
drove sticks into the ground around the 
nest to keep the cows from steppin3, on it. 
Buddy loves meadow larks. So do I. 

Buddy said that when meadow larks 
sing, in the morning they are the day’s 
alarm clock. He said they sing, then so peo- 
ple and birds and animals will know it is 
time to $0 to work. 
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ELOISE P VALIANT 


We had a party, 
J ust we three, 
Down by the brook, 
Under a tree; 
Deep in the grass, 
On a large flat rock— 
Jimmy and I 
And puppy Jock. 
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The little birds 
Sang all around, 

So we scattered them bread 
Upon the ground. 

We gave some, too, 


To the little fish. 


And we all were as happy 
As we could wish. 


Edith Brown. 
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SONG 


"WORDS, and MUSIC 
a JETHEL-R CLINE 


Spring-time is a mmer—ry,mer-ry tease, 
Au~tumn scat-ters leaves of red and gold; 
Ev’ ry sea—Son has its jol-ly joys, 


With her A-pril show'r-y breeze; 
Days of ‘thank-ful-ness we hold; 
Work and play for girls and boys. 


Sum-mer brings us blos- soms. gay, 
Win -ter comes with cheeks a - glow, 
Cheer - ful- y ovr Songs re-sSound, 


And @ bright lon - day 
Mer -r Chrisl-mas bells and snow. 
We are glad the year a- round. 
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BLANCHE 


The dew has made a small 


rose. 
Tis there the fairy babies 


In the curving leaf of the 


come 


I 


For rose scented baths, 


suppose. 


still pool 


With breakfast 
Comes power 
To meet 
Every hour. 


if 
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At luncheon 
The cup 

Of pure joy 
I sup. 


NIGHT 


At dinner 
I'm fed 
God's life \ 
With my bread. 
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